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AMO NO D Y, 


I. 
F ever on a mortal bier 
Were dropt the dews of grief ſincere; 
If ever tutor'd by the heart. 
The fingers mov'd in tuneful art ; 
Now o'er the ſtrings the fingers go, 
Taught by the boſom's heaving woe; 
And grief ſincere inſtructs. the ſhell, 
With accents ſad and ſlow to ſwell : 
| Not with allegro's frolic ſhrill, 
0 | That ſuits the weeping mind but ill; 
The baſe's burial voice alone 
With miſery is in uniſon. 49 
I love thee, maid of ſolemn eye ; 
Thy cheek with briny ſorrows worn, 
To me is amiably forlorn, 
Tho there no tints of purple lie. 
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Thy leaden lid, thy ſober brow, 


Thy treſſes darkly brown, 
That in diſhevel ſquallid flow 
Thy ivory neck adown, 


Z 


Are fairer, my Melpomene, 
Are fairer far to me, 
Than ſhe that with fantaſtic foot, 

In time-divided meaſures, 
Wantons to her ſilver lute, 

Miſtreſs of the choral pleaſures: 
Her cheek's ſoft-red, is but a ſtain 
Shed from the harlot wool of Spain ; 
And woven is her amber hair, 
Warm youth-and folly to enſnare. 
Ah! no, enamor d of my grief, 
Twould be my pain to have relief. 
And, living were the Patriarch, yet 
My reaſon how ſhould I forget? 
And how, when all is grave around, 


Light and gay ſhould man be found ? 


III. Ol 


Ohd had I, dear departed ſhade, - 
'Ere yet thy fleeting: breath * © 
Was ſtifled by the hand of death; 
Upon my knees been laid; {7 1 
And thou had'ſt bleſt ray/bowirig/head, 
Like good old Jacob raisd upon his bed: 
Thee in the ſilent tomb impartz 
With ſmiling ſorrow I had wail'd; 
And J had gone with brighter hope, : 
When the plain ſpeech of duty _— 
Religion's myſtic leaves to ope | 
Within the church's hallow'd walls. 
But mine is the poor orphan' s lot, 
His father dead inteſtate ; tho' "tis giv 'n 12 
To orphans, by their Sires forgot, 
To ſhare the bleflings and eſtate of hear n. 


| np vIMyqet ; 
Go, Saint, and leave the lower ſky, 
The lower ſky thy wrongs hath ſeen, 
The fictions; of wild phantaſy, 
That innocence yet heard ſerene. 
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Thou 
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Thou in the Chancery on high, 
Doſt lodge the appeal: and when appears 
He that with arm uplifted ſwears, 
By the Almighty's thigh, 
„Time ſhall he now no more, 
\ Aſembled worlds ſhall then explore 
| How, by God's own decretal, he 
From all but human faults was free. 
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Go, generous Whitefield, mount the flaming car, 


_- And pierce the galaxy, and go 

Where in the' eleventh concave are, 
Syſtems that without number glow. 
Still onward laſh each flying ſteed, 
And with a more than comet ſpeed, 
Like another prophet pierce 
Far beyond the univerſe. 
There, upon a ſapphire throne, 
Reſt from all thy labours done; 
There thy works ſhall follow, there 

Unfading amaranth deck thy every toil and care. 


VI. Yet 
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VI. 
Yet ſtill upon the cloſing tomb 
That wraps thy corſe within its gloom, 
The breaſt ſhall ſwell and fink with fighs, 
And the tear guſh from filial eyes. 
For never will that breaſt _ 
With zeal again be fir'd, 
From lips now ſeal d in reſt, # 
And now no more inſpir'd.” 
And never will theſe eyes 
Thy dear-lov'd form behold; 
That form upon the boſom cold 
Of earth, thy mother, now for ever lies. 
For ever? not ſor ever : till 


The Archangel does his trumpet fill; 


And as the clangors loud and long 
Mock the ſoft thunder's puny tongue, 
Earth will ope her every grave, 
Ocean every liquid cave, 
And 101 the innumerable Dead 
Some to the dungeon doom' d, but cards | 
In Heay'ns perpetual youth to bloom, Ty 
And there vil be my Whitafield's holy heads” 


VII. 
Refuſe not comfort ye, 
Of the good Father's family, 

Nor haun t the mute, unſocial wood 

Of ſympathetic ſolitudde: 

And ye that tread'the buſy ſtreet, 

If there a friend's bright face ye meet, 

Ah! tell not withigriet's alter'd tone, 

Your Father to his God is gone. 

Know, that from J learned flood, 

'Tho' cruel to the early good *, 

And where Cam rolls a gentler wave, 
Where Liffy r, and the 4 Severn's tide 
Breaks from the hoar Plinlimmon's ſide; 

Already ſome 92 mankind to ſave. 
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VIII. 
Ah! could his pit from on n high 
| Beſpeak you, — © God is love, 
% And, glorious's in Sweet foo” reignty, 
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we W ill never from bis 0Wn remove — 


ee Thoſe 
* Alluding to the Oxford expulſion. /_ _ . _. : TEIN: 
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+ The Rev. Mr. de Courcy from Dublin, was here thought of i in particular. 


This points out an inſtitution i in Wales, under the patronage of the Right Hon. the Counteſs 
of Huntingdon, 
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4 But daſh to duſt the lyre, and break the ſullen ſtring. 
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— Thoſe lips would utter, and remind— = 
« My labours were to life conſin d; 

* © .But Jeſus liu' d, and died for you, 

* His firſt-born and his choſen few. 
% And if ye lov'd my tongue to bear, 

| 40 Now hear my aſhes from their urn, 1 

« To Feſus bow with rev'rent fear, 


« To him with love for ever burn.” TEM, 


IX. 


- 


But Peace, the lyre! and peace the ee 


The ſtrings deny a weeping lay ; 


The lyre with no ſoft ſorrow wrings, 


My hands ſhall then abſtain to play. 
For he, as with Moſaic rod, 


Could ſummon from each latent cell, 


The paſſions ſec ret where they dwell, 


The prieſt of nature as of God. 


And, o'er the ſhepherd Whitcheld dead, 
Each word ſhould ſigh, each thought ſhould bleed ; 
The bard ſhall then no longer ſing, 
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